ADVENT                                                    71
He asked Mrs. Joe's friend to sleep with him. He offered her a
hundred occupation marks, which was a lot of money for a poor
Frenchwoman. She blushed and moved away. Very unfortunate,
because the general's interest focused once more on me. This time
he contended that I was a member of the Dcuxicmc Pnircau and that
I was spying on him. His eyes bored into mine and he said he'd
seen me before. Then he asked brusquely why was I staring at him.
He would take me along. But Mrs. Joe's friend was still in the room.
So before taking me along he advanced towards her, offering her
the money without any services in return that she and her children
should always remember the kind German he was. That nearly
made him sob.
Meanwhile his friend was asking me what the French thought of
the Germans. I said the French wore stunned. lie thought tint
French liked the Germans on account of the (Hermans1 excellent
behaviour in Paris and in other occupied towns. "There won't bo
any ill-feeling left on the part of the French," he declared.
"I'm sure they won't want a revanche. We're very careful to
make them like us." That man absolutely believed in eating his
cake and keeping it. But f wondered why he should bother about
French revanche with France prostrate1 as she was.
The friend of Mrs. Joe accepted the money, though lor a long
time she really didn't want to lake it. Her husband was a prisoner
of war and she was alone with her two children. She was afraid
that taking that sum would put her under an obligation and, having
put the money carefully into her bag, took French leave. The
general returned to the bar and listened to me. I was telling his
friend that the French, fundamentally, disliked strangers, so why
should the Germans hope for better treatment? That was, in a
sense, not a nice thing for me to say. I knew from personal
experience, having been in France, on and off, all my life, that the
French are much too kind to strangers; and think of the deadweight
of ail the undesirable foreigners that France kept! But some way or
other I wanted to shake that man's conceit. That was the nearest
approach to it. The general's face was coming closer and closer.
Then Joe, in order to make a diversion, asked what about Russia?
The general opened his palm and closed it, "We have Stalin here/
he said. "He's eating out of our hand."
Abruptly he told me to write my name into his notebook. He'd
find out who 1 was. He gave me his notebook, but immediately
returned it into his pocket and walked to the wall. He walked
quickly; and no wonder. Taking the wall as a target the General der
Polizei, Ribbcntrop's right hand, spewed against the wall. He was